" Oodles of snow/* Peter said.
"Okay," said Mabel.

Only ten minutes after she had left it, Madame returned
to her room, but she felt as if she were coming home from
a long and stormy journey; as if she had travelled very far
and found that everything had changed during her absence.
Her throat felt dry and smarted after the shock she had
received.   Miserably she looked at the disorder she had left
behind; kneeling down she picked up all the pieces she had
flung from her trunk and threw them back pell-mell.   Pet-
rushka, where are you? she whispered, for now her voice
had gone completely and she listened with horror to the
evil sound that emerged from her aching throat.   The doll
stared at her with stupidly round eyes and suddenly Madame
was very angry with Petrushka.   She hurled him across the
room; he clattered to the floor, but did not break. Petrushka,
had lived w^th Madame for many years and was used to
hardship. When most of the things were back in the trunk
and not another inch of space was left, she squeezed the lid
down and sat on it to get it closed.  Petrushka, the second
act of Carmen and a piece of Aida were left outside, and
Madame worried about them while she sat on the trunk and
tried to think.   That's how people die, she thougHt.   They
are there in the first act and in the fourth act they are not
there any more, and that's all there is to it*   " People don't
simple go off and die," she remembered having thought earlier
that evening. Well, they do. What's all the excitement, then,
about the voice and the singing, and the Press and the ap-
plause and the success? Where does it get you? In the end
you are lying on a couch, stiff and alone and someone else
is singing your part, just as good as you, and the audience
is applauding, just as much as they applauded you. " It's not
decent/' she thought, "it not decent the way they treat dead
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